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1 Remember. I Will Never Forget. 


By Sally IMichlovitz Muschel 

PI I Redacted 


Dedicated to my dear Husband, Children, and Grandchildren, 

And in memory of my dear Parents “P'D 

"...and Thy remembrance shall endure unto every generation." Psalms 102 


I remember my house, my home, each street, each stone. 

1 remember the loving softness of my mother. 

The gentle kindness of my father. 

I remember those Friday nights: 

Our big table, with poor strangers seated around it. 

They sat with sadness, making hardly a sound. 

1 hear Father's soft voice, "Please eat some more." 

I see the tears that glow in their eyes. 

I remember sitting on Father’s lap, hearing the stories. 

From the Tanach, Midrash, the Vilna Gaon, our Torah's glories. 
I remember Father's voice, so gentle, so kind. 
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"Remember Sally. Be always charitable. Have the poor in your mind." 


I remember the happiness, the joys, 

Playing with friends and sharing my toys. 

I remember the seasons in my sweet home, 

My little heart bursting with glee. 

I remember the scent of spring flowers, 

My running, singing, and dancing for hours. 

1 can still see the bird in the summer sky, 

As I remember the rose garden, nearby. 

I remember how autumn leaves fell on my head, 

How Mother brushed them from my hair, 

So they wouldn't bother me. 

I remember the trips in the winter to the high mountains: 
The ride in the sled in the cold, crisp air; 

Snow so white and pure as diamonds. 

Oh I feel so good, so warm on Mother's breast. 

I remember Father's lessons; they were always the best. 

And the glow of pride that I saw in his eyes 

When I recited Lech-Lecha by heart, to his surprise. 


2 



BUT, black clouds gathered around the world: 

Clouds of hate; clouds of fear. 

Ghostly, strong winds of war came our way, 

Destroying my dreams of happiness and all that is dear. 

They turn everything to dust and ashes and blow it away. 
Mother and Father whisper and murmur. 

They wonder and worry with one thing on their minds: 

How to protect, how to save our child? 

Our neighbor is packing, the Russian border...his goal. 

Then...the idea! He is our friend. 

With him, our only child, we will send. 

No matter his failings. He is barely a Jew. 

For saving our only child, the choices are few. 

We'll pack a few things. There is no time for more. 

"Sally, with our friend you must go." 

I scream and I cry, "I'll be good. I'll behave. 

I promise. I promise. Please don't send me away." 

They hug me. They kiss me. They promise the world! 

They whisper in my ear, "Don't cry, baby. Dry your eyes, dear." 
I keep on crying. I want to stay home. 
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And they said through their tears, "Sweet child, you must go!" 
I remember Mother's kisses. I remember Father's words. 
"Remember, remember, my dearest child. 

The winds are so strong. The world is so wild. 

Whatever will be is not ours to know. 

So remember, my child, your father's last words. 

No matter what life has in store for you. 

Remember my child, remember it well: 

That you are a daughter of Yisroel!" 

I remember. I remember forever and ever: 

Their sad faces. Their eyes full of tears; 

Their hearts burn with pain; 

Their trembling hands as they wave their "good-bye," 

Not knowing that I see them for the last time. 

I remember the pain. I feel it today. 

Oh the pain, the pain rips a hole in my heart. 

I endured so much, too much to go through. 

The nights held such terror; the days held despair. 

Gloomy and blue, a child alone: I was lonesome. 

So frightened, forlorn...among strangers... 

Suffering cruelty and dangers. 
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With pain in my heart and a lump in my throat, 

I dreamed of the day when I could go home. 

I dream the dream of the lonely child: 

I dream I am home. I feel the warmth of my mother's chest. 

She holds me so close to her heart, tender with her love. 

Oh! It feels so good, so sweet, so right. I am so happy today, just now. 
But! In the darkness of the night, I remember too well, 

Tearing reality from the mirage of the dream. 

How I remember, remember the pain! 

And then one day at the start of that May- 
The cries and the shouts, "The war is over!" 

There is a break in the clouds and a new-born day! 

I seek a beam of light in the dark of the sky! 

But my hopes are soon dashed...my bubble is burst! 

I learn my worst fear: 

I am an orphan, alone in the world. History's saddest fact... 

You have my word, "I will never forget." 

Those whom I loved have perished; are gone. 

They were consumed in the hellish fire, 

Among the six million innocent lives 
To satisfy the German's barbaric desire. 

And I cry and I cry and I cry... 

The children have the right to cry. 

I want to go on, to start a new life, 

But the pain in my heart is cold as the storm. 

Will that pain in my heart ever be gone? 

The memories linger, but life goes on. 
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I remember one day, holding our daughter so dear, 
That all of a sudden, I trembled in fear: 

Would I be strong enough to give away my child? 

(...even to save her life?) 

No! No! Not in a million years. 

I am selfish. I lack the courage. 

I'll put it to rest. 

I can't send my child away from our nest, 

...(Not even to save her life) 

I am selfish. I am selfish. I am selfish. 

Now I remember. Now I can feel 
The pain of a mother and a father. 

I want to wipe their tears from their eyes and say, 
"My Parents, dear Parents, I am alive! I am alive! 

I love you so much; 

For yesterday, today, and tomorrow. 

Now I can feel 

Your pain and your sorrow." 

And I cry and I cry and I cry. Many years passed by. 
The ashes are blown away. Many years passed by. 
And then...another day: 

We sit at our table: children, grandchildren, guests. 
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The candles are shining; the food is the best. 

We look at our grandchildren with pride and joy. 
"Thank G-d," I say now. 

"I see a beam of light in the cloudy sky. 

Dear Father, I appreciate your advice." 

1 watch my children and grandchildren; 

They live by the Torah. 

They are so good and kind. 

I hear their discussion of Tanach and Gemara. 

I look up to heaven; 

My heart full of joy, and I whisper, 

"Dear Father, I remembered. 

I remembered well, 

That I am a daughter of Yisrael!" 

And I cry and I cry...tears of joy! 

I have been saved from the ashes 
To continue life. 

I know you cry from heaven, 

"That was our wish...our desire..." 

And you are sending your kisses 
Your tender love and a smile... 

And I smile and I smile and I smile. 
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How Can I Pray 


How can I pray? 

Please forgive me my King of Kings 
Your Eminence 
Who am I? I am just your dust 
So please Father forgive, that I ask why 
But I must 

You didn’t keep your promise, made in Shimos 
That you will listen to the children’s cries 
Give them a reward, and punish the guilty in this world 
I can not pray, till you tell me why? 

Did you forget, You could not. 
i reminded you in the darkness of the night 
When I cried so much till my eyes were dry 
From lack of tears 

You didn’t hear? The screams through fire 
Were so loud 

They opened the sky, you had to hear 
Didn’t you see? The rivers turned to blood? 

The ashes the wind blew around 
The hills were so tired, and so was I 
So please tell me why? 

I bend my knees Your Eminence 
Tell me why? 

I know my heart is poisoned with pain 

The memories to deep for tears 

Father dear, I know I made mistakes 

Not always listening to Your Torah and advice 

So I apologize twice 

Fiease, piease Your Majesty rny King 

Tell me why this happened, why? 

So I can pray 




A Dream 

The little bird he gave me his wings 
So I can fly 

I fly through voices of innocent victims 
Tortured, and buried alive 
I fly above the mountains of burnt bodies 
Children’s bones mixed with blood and tears 
I hear them crying 
I am so tired 
I can’t fly anymore 

I want to give back the bird his wings 
No, no you can’t give up just now 
Whispered the bird, you must fly some more 
So I keep up flying 
Then I see a garden in the blue sky 
I am in heaven 

I see my brother, my father and Mother 
My aunts, my uncles, cousins and friends 
I am so happy so serene, 

I left behind the storm 
I left behind the pain and fear 
I am close to the sun 
I smell the fragrance of spirit 
I hear the angels sing 
No words, but Divine music 
I can’t describe the glory of my feelings 
I introduce my husband, children, grandchildren 
And I say 

Look those are your branches 
Those are your flowers 
And we talk for hours and hours 
So many years passed by 
There is so much to tell 
There is so much to say 
Of pain suffering, sorrows 




And happy days _ 

Of weeping history of crossing mountains 
Swimming through rough waters 
Seeing death changing flowers to rocks. 
My Father hep^ts his hand orr my head 
Whispering into my ear 
-1 approve my child, you did a good job, 

My little girl, my daughter dear, 

I give you my blessing and all my love 
My sweet child 

I offer you the sun, the stars creation 
For you smile of happiness 
For you revelation 

Then the little bird, he asks for his wings 
Please, please help me stay 
A little longer. 

Don’t be so mean 

Then I wake up, this was only a dream 
This was only a dream 





We Are Not There, We Are Here 

Don’t cry dear child, - 

We will wipe your tear 
Daddy and I 

For we are not there, we are here, 

When the gentla breeze 
Caresses your hair 
And the beautiful butterfly 
Passes by 

Know that those are our 
Super natural wings 

Those are our hands, doing those things, 

Trying to take away 
Your pain and fear. 

For we are not there but we are here with you 
We know you would like 

To light a candle on our grave, 

And pour out your heart, so full of pain 
But we don’t have a grave. 

You feel outraged and sad our dearest child. 

Our ashes mix with your tears, 

The wind blows them wild, 

All over the sky. 

Like the blind man, who is deprived of light 
He feels with his eyes, 

So you could feel our touch 
From our heart 
Trying to catch your smiles, 

To drive away your nightmares, 

Your imaginary guilt. 

You see dearest child 
There are words that reach 
Higher than stars 
And a desire to be lifted high, 

We are so far yet so near 

For we are not there, we are here, 

With you 
So don’t cry. 
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Sally’s Prayer ...Pesach, 5760 


I give thanks to Thee, my G-d, my King, your Eminency, 
For all the good things that you bestow upon me. 
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I bend my knee before you 

Asking forgiveness for the anger I felt against you, 

For / was the only one that You left to live. 

All others were consumed in the hellish fire. 

I was left without any drive. 

Futility grabbed my heart- 
Jailed my soul with anger and pain. 

My sobbing and tears were always in vain. 

I blamed you for not letting me die. 

My question was always, “Why?”. 

I pulled out the stitches from my deep wounds, 
Revealing the scars. 

I came through the barricades of hate and fear, 

Crying for the loss of my loved ones, my dears. 

j 

I was a stranger among strangers, 

Unsure of how to begin life, 

Unsure that I could begin to follow the faith. 

But now, You made me understand 
That I am closer to the sun, 

For the sunrise of a cloudless day. 



